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impatiently waiting for something. The air was charged
with excitement. Some people seemed not to know what
to do, others assumed a show of bravado. Women's soft
voices pleaded with the men, who turned away from them
in annoyance. Sometimes low oaths -could be heard. From
the mixed crowd rose a dull rumble of hostility.
"Mitenka!" said a woman in a trembling voice. "Take
pity on yourself!"
"Leave me alone!" came the answer.
The imposing voice of Sizov sounded calm and con-
vincing.
"We mustn't leave the young folks in the lurch," he
said. "They've got more sense than we have, and more
courage. Who was it stood up for our swamp kopeks? It
was them, and we mustn't forget it. They were thrown
in jail for it, and we got the benefit."
The whistle blew, swallowing up the voices of the peo-
ple in a black rush of sound. A shudder passed over the
crowd. Those who were sitting down stood up, and for
a moment everyone was hushed and on his guard, the
faces of many even paling.
"Comrades!" came the strong, rich voice of Pavel.
The mother's eyes were stung by hot tears, and she felt
an upsurge of strength. With a single quick movement
she took -up her stand behind her son, about whom people
were clustered like bits of steel about a magnet.
The mother looked into his face, seeing only his proud,
brave, burning eyes.
"Comrades! We decided that today we would make
an open declaration of who we are and raise our banner,
the banner of reason, justice, and freedom!"
A long white staff flashed in the air, then dipped into
the crowd, bisecting it, hidden by it, until a moment later
the banner of the working class rose above the lifted faces
like a huge red bird.
Pavel lifted his arm and the banner wavered; a dozen
hands grasped the smooth white wood of the flagstaff, and
among them was the hand of the mother.

